
STOP 



Early Journal Content on JSTOR, Free to Anyone in the World 

This article is one of nearly 500,000 scholarly works digitized and made freely available to everyone in 
the world by JSTOR. 

Known as the Early Journal Content, this set of works include research articles, news, letters, and other 
writings published in more than 200 of the oldest leading academic journals. The works date from the 
mid-seventeenth to the early twentieth centuries. 

We encourage people to read and share the Early Journal Content openly and to tell others that this 
resource exists. People may post this content online or redistribute in any way for non-commercial 
purposes. 

Read more about Early Journal Content at http://about.jstor.org/participate-jstor/individuals/early- 
journal-content . 



JSTOR is a digital library of academic journals, books, and primary source objects. JSTOR helps people 
discover, use, and build upon a wide range of content through a powerful research and teaching 
platform, and preserves this content for future generations. JSTOR is part of ITHAKA, a not-for-profit 
organization that also includes Ithaka S+R and Portico. For more information about JSTOR, please 
contact support@jstor.org. 



POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 
INDIANA 

This is my Indiana — 
There where those long low lines of blue 
Lie soft against the sky 

Beyond the trees that mark the river's course. 
And here these fertile fields 
Level and vast — 
A mother earth indeed, 
Generous and sacrificial. 
Oh, I could kneel and kiss 
This rich black loam ! 

And here a gate that leads into a school, 
The gift of one plain man to generations. 
And over there the town upon the hill 
Where the ancient cross rises to our skies, too. 
Above the square of commerce 
The court house stands; 

And Indians, soldiers, and muses of the Greek 
Riot- together on its frieze. 

Here on this wide free road 
The farmer gives me greeting 
From his high seat atop a load of yellow corn. 
He lives, untroubled king, upon a free domain 
Where tasseled fields stretch to the sun. 
Those golden ears 
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Are symbol of the pact he keeps 
With Indiana. 

Dear land of common good! 
Where on new soil 

The old world hopes are more than dreams; 
Where freedom, justice, opportunity, 
Wrested in blood and tears 
From the slow centuries, 
Are free, free gifts to all. 

AN OLD SONG 

All day an old, old song 
Has echoed in my mind 
And will not be dismissed — 
A song that tinkles 
Of youth's endearing charms 
And love that will not die. 

It clashes with the thoughts 
Of this iron time — 
Its chasms of hate, 
Its lines of cleavage, 
Its unsparing sight 
And bitter revelations. 
The plough is going through us; 
We are aghast and stern. 
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